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The Hijlorie ef 

feme liking, I ftjallbeoutof heart fhortly,& then [ /hall f, aue 
no ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the in- 
fide of a Church is made of, I am aPepperco-nc, a Brewers 
horre,iheinfidcof a Church. Company, villanous company 
hathbeeruhefpoyleofme. 1 

Bar. Sir Iohn,you. are fo frctfull, you can not liue long. 

Fal. Why cheieisitjcome.fingmeabawdy Song.makcme 

merry : I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentleman need tabs 
vertuous enough. 1 wore little, dic’d not abouc feuentimesa 
wceke.wem to a Bawdy houfe not abouc once in a quarter of 
ani.ourc, paide money that 1 borrowed three or fourc times, 
liued well, and in goodcompaflc: and now lliucoutof all or- 
der, outof compalle. 

Bar. Why, you arefo fatt e, Sir Iohn, thatyou mud needeibe 
out of all compaffe ; outof all reafonable compafle, Sir Iohn. 

Fal. Do thou amend thy face, & lie amend my life : thou art 
our Admiall.thou beared the Lanterne in the Poope.bot t’isin 
theNofeof thcesthou art the Knight of the burning lampe. 

Bar. Why, JV Iohn, my face does you no harms. 

Fal. No, lie be fwornc, I make as goodvfc of it, as many a 
man doth of a Deaths head, ora memento mori. Incurr fee thy 
face, but 1 thinke vpon hell fire, and Dines that liued in Purple: 
for there he is in his Robes burning, burning. If thou wertany 
way giue to vertue,l would fweareby thy face.my oth Ihould 
be. By this fire that's Cjods Angel: But thou art altogether giuen o- 
uer *, and wert indeed, but lor the light in thy face, the Sunneof 
vtter darknefte . When thou rand vp Gads-hilli n the night, to 
catch my Horfc,if 1 did not thinke that thou hadfl been an ignis 
fhtms,ox a ball of Wild-fire there’s no purchafe in Money. 0 
thou art a perpetuall Triumph, an euerlading Bone -fire-light, 
thou haft fauedmeathoufasdMarkcsinLinkes and Torches, 
walking with thee in the night betwixt Tauerne and T auerne: 
But the Sacke that thou haft drunkeme,would haue bought me 
Lights as good cheapens the dearelt Chandlers in Snrope. 1 haue 
maintained that Sa'amandcr of yours, with fire, any time this 
two and thirtie yearcs :God reward ineforit. 

Bar' Zloud,! would my face were in your belly. 

Falf. Gouamercy,(o llaould I be hire to beheart-buriul. 
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How now, dame T* art let the Hen, haue you enquirde 
yet who pickt my Pocket? Enter Hojl. 

Hof. why Sir Iohn, what do you thinke, Sirlohn'.do you thinke 
I keepe theeues in my houfe?l haue fearcht, I haue enquired/® 
hazmy husband, man by man, boy by boy/cruantby feruant: 
the tight of ahaire was neoerloft in my houfe before* 

Fal. Yelie HoftejfefBardolvtAS £hau’d,and loft many a hairet 
and Ucbcfworne my Pocket was pickt : goe to, you arc a wo- 
tnan,goe. 

Hof Who I? I defie thee : Gods light, I was neuer cald fo in 
mine owne houfe before. 

Fal. Goeto,I know you well enough. 

Hof No, .5V Iohn, you do not know me, Sir Iohn\\ know you 
Sir Iohn, you owe me money Sir Iohn, Sa now youpickea quar- 
rell to beguile me ofit : IboughtyouadozenofShirtestoyour 
backe. 

Fal. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them away to Ba- 
kers wiues.they haue made Boulters of them. 

Aef Now at I am a true Woman, Holland of vii j.s. an ell : 
you owe money hecre befides, Sir Iohn, for yonr diet, and by- 
drinkings, and money lent you, xxiii j . pound . 

Fal. Hee had his part of it, let him pay . 

HoJ. Hee? alas he is poore, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How* poore? looke vpon his face: What call you rich? 
let them coine his Nofc, let them coinc his cheekes, lie not pay 
adenyer: what, willyoumakcayounkerofmee?fhall I not 
takemine cafcin minelnne,but I fliall haue my pocket pickt? I 
haue loft a leale Ring of my Grandfathers worth fourty roarke. 

Hof O Iefu,I haueheard the Prince tell him, I know not how 
oft, that that Ring was Copper. 

Fal. How?thcPr»wceis a lacke, afneak-cup: Zbloudandhe 
were here, would cudgel him like a Dog, ifhe would fay fo. 

Enter the Prince marching, and Falfialjfe meetes him 
■ playing on his Trunchion hhe a Fife. 

Fal. How now Lad, is the wind in that dooreyfaith$ 
Muftwcall march t 

Bar. Yea, two and two j Newgate fafhion. 

Hof My Lord,I pray you heare mee. 
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